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Purple Rain 


Author's Notes: 


Thanks as always to the incomparable, never-tiring helena_s_renn for her meticulous beta-work! 


You don't have to know the song "Purple Rain" by Prince before you read this story, but | highly recommend 
it © 


"Oh, fuck no! Not Duran Duran again!" James hollered towards the star-spattered sky above them, followed by 


an exaggerated moan that ended in a giggle. 


"Give us a focking break!" Lars chimed in and punched his fist into one of the cardboard boxes that littered 
the small courtyard, then snorted with laughter, too. The two bandmates sat on the concrete floor next to the 
backdoor of a nondescript multistory building. 


"Man, how they can stand it in there?" James wondered, referring to Kirk and Cliff and three of the local crew 


members who had accompanied them to the party. 


The music was turned up so loud that it was plainly audible outside. The location had obviously been chosen for 
the party because there were only offices and shops in this block so that nobody could complain about the 


noise at this time of the night, or rather early morning. 


James hadn't felt comfortable inside as soon as he'd entered the room. Sure, there were lots of people and 

they had been promised free booze for the band, but it just wasn't their scene. Too posh, too stylish, about 
100 people that mainly cared about fashion and didn't give a shit about music. Or what James would consider 
music. What blared from the enormous speakers of the expensive stereo system consisted of what could be 


described as "top 40 minus the good stuff", as far as he was concerned. 


He assumed that the local tour staff simply hadn't known any other place to go on a Tuesday night, and of 
course he couldn't blame them. After all, everyone just wanted to get wasted after the gig. 


After an hour of enduring synthesizer sounds and bubble gum drums, he had grabbed a couple of beer bottles 
and tried to find a refuge until they could finally leave the place. 


To his disappointment, the music was almost as loud in the courtyard, but outside he didn't feel like he was 
suffocated by the heavy clouds of cologne hanging in the air. 


For a while, he had tried to hum songs he liked as an antidote, but it didn't help much. 
Two beers later, Lars had found him. The drummer had tried to persuade him to come back inside at first, 
but to no avail. He didn't seem to want to leave his bandmate alone either, though, so he had sat down on the 


ground beside him. 


James was surprised at first, knowing how much Lars loved socializing. His bandmate always felt comfortable in 


a crowd, and was able make conversation about every topic imaginable, it seemed to James. 

But what Lars loved even more than socializing, apparently, was being with James. 

They entertained themselves for a while by having a giggle over various party guests and the choice of music. 
But while Lars seemed to be able to ignore the pop tunes, James scrunched his nose every time a new song 
started. 

"Shit, another ballad.. Come on, let's go for a walk around the block to kill some time!" 

"Wait! That one's kinda cool. That's ‘Purple Rain’ by Prince, | think” 


"Oh, come on, that's pussy music," James groused while standing up. 


"No, not at all. Give it a try, trust mel | think Prince is quite okay. At least he's a real musician. And this song 
is actually pretty heavy for a ballad. | like it a lot 


James snorted and sat back down on the ground next to Lars. He closed his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his 
nose. It had been a long and strenuous week: six shows in a row without a day off. It would have been a better 


idea to spend the night in his hotel bed to rest his voice and body. 


The velvety sounds of the electric guitar, warm and smooth, and an almost lazy, slow, laid back rhythm 
started to fill the air around them. James was just about to acknowledge that the mixing and the 
instrumentation differed considerably from the previous songs when he felt Lars’ shoulder push softly against 
his in time with the music. 


He chuckled and pushed back until they were swaying to and fro, their snicker eventually fading into dreamy 
smiles. James almost slumped to the side when all of a sudden Lars jumped to his feet as if he'd got bitten by 
something. When James looked up, he noticed that Lars was holding his right hand out in front of James and 
bouncing on his heels like a little kid 


"What?" James inquired, although he already had a suspicion It was one of these moments where James could 
anticipate what Lars was up to. And it was not to his liking. 


"C'mon!" Lars demanded and gestured with his hand again to draw James’ attention to it. 

‘lm not gonna fucking dance with you, squirt! Forget it!" 

James shook his head emphatically, causing his blond mane to swing around. 

"Nobody's gonna see us, it's gonna be fun! This song is MADE for dancing, dude! Now get the fuck up!" With 
this stream of words, he began to tug at James’ sleeve impatiently, then curled his hand around James' bicep 
to try to pull him up. 

Although Lars was stronger than most people expected, it was a futile undertaking. But eventually James 
sighed and pushed himself up to stand with the shy smile he always put on when he found something 
embarassing. Which was almost every situation in which he didn't have a guitar in his hand. 

Lars grinned victoriously and immediately put his hands on James shoulders, moving from one foot to the 
other with the slow beat. James rolled his eyes and clumsily placed his hands on Lars sides. Neither of them 
knew any dance steps, so they just swayed from side to side like they had before when they were still sitting. 
"Not the first time you've persuaded me to do something I'd never thought I'd do." 

"What else do you mean?" 


"Sing, for example." 


"Well, you didn't regret that, didn't you?" 


"At least not after a while," James had to admit with a shy smile. 
Lars smiled fondly and leaned in closer towards James, his cheek resting on the tall blond's chest. After a little 
over four years of knowing each other, he'd gotten used to Lars’ permanent need for physical contact. Hugging 


and touching people was as natural for Lars as it felt awkward for James. 


But if he was honest with himself, he'd even grown to like it. Just like he'd grown to like the constant chitchat, 


the funny accent and the neverending energy. 


Or the overestimation of one's own capabilities, James added in his mind when Lars started singing along to the 


song, painfully off key, of course. 

"You crazy little shit.” James sighed in a good-natured way and rolled his eyes, even though Lars couldn't see 
it. He bowed down a little and put his forehead on the top of Lars of head and they kept moving slowly from 
side to side. 

It felt as if the music was a physical substance that enveloped them, like a slow-moving whirlwind of sparkling 
little atoms of sound spiraling upwards, higher and higher, until they finally found a resting place and formed 
the starry sky above them. 

James felt warm inside and completely at ease. All the tension and his constant anxiousness that he had to 
disguise and numb day by day was gone. When he was all alone with Lars, he never had to pretend to be 
somebody else. Everything just felt right in this very moment. He wrapped his arms further around Lars and 
closed his eyes. 

"Holy crap, how long is this fucking song?" James asked in mock annoyance. 

“Seems like a live version or a [2" single or something," Lars mumbled into James’ shirt. 

"But you're right, it's actually not that bad. At least it's got a real guitar in it" 

"See? Told ya" 

James felt Lars' smile on his chest. It tickled a litle. 

"James?" 

"Yeah?" 


"You know, there's something else you'd probably never thought you'd ever do and.” 


"Oh fuck, what do you want me to do now?" James murmured into Lars hair. He hadn't even noticed that he'd 


buried his nose in it. 


"Well, it's a little more daring than singing." 
"Okay..." 


The song culminated in a passionate finale. The wailing vocals were like a hypnotizing spell or a sedative. James 
held Lars a little tighter and the smaller man had his arms wrapped all around his bandmate's waist now, his 


palms flat against James’ back 
And it felt good 


It felt fucking amazing to be held that way. All of a sudden, James wished that somebody would put the needle 
back to the beginning of the song to play it from the top again 


"What is it? Come on, spill it!" 
"Would you.. kiss me, James?" 


An unbearable long lapse of time passed, but they never stopped their movement until James leaned back a 
little to be able to look Lars in the eyes. He could have sworn that he could see the reflection of every single 


star in the sky in them. 


The thought that Lars might be just making fun of him whooshed by. But no, the pleading in those wide green 
eyes didn't look as if it would be replaced by a laughing fit in the next second. James' gaze drifted down to 
Lars' parted lips and to the tongue that quickly darted over them. He was suddenly facing a crossroads where 


he'd never seen another path before. 


The song's final notes glowed like dying embers as the two men just stared at each other. Deep inside James 
hoped that Lars would just do or say something so he could shirk from making a decision 


And in fact thats what Lars did. Very, very subtly though. But since their bodies were pressed so close 
together, he could feel the shift of Lars' body against his when the shorter man was beginning to push 
himself up on his toes. 


Agorizingly slowly. 
For a fleeting moment James noticed how cute it looked when Lars became a little cross-eyed the closer their 
faces came together. When Lars staggered slightly on his tiptoes, James instinctively grabbed him tighter, and 


the next thing he knew was that his lips were pressed to something pillowy soft and warm. 


The hammering in his chest sure as hell couldn't be caused by Bananarama, James realized in the back of his 


mind. 


something Id never thought Id do’. 


Never thought I'd do? That much was definitely true. Kissing a man probably ranked higher on his taboo list 
than killing one. 


But, ‘never thought of doing? 

James was hardly able to think straight with Lars’ delicious, plump lips moving gingerly against his, but he had 
a vague suspicion that what he was doing had been part of his unconscious dreams before. Now that he 
thought of it, the first things he'd noticed about Lars when they met for the first time were his eyes and his 
lips. 


Just like he'd been wrapped up in the song merely a few seconds ago, James was now completely wrapped up 


in the kiss, letting Lars lead the way, although to his surprise the drummer for once seemed a bit hesitant. 
"James? Lars? Are you out there?" Cliff's voice echoed off the walls. 


The two jumped apart like scalded cats and looked up to where their bandmate was leaning out of a window, 


chests heaving from the fright. 
"We've been looking for you everywhere. Are you coming?" 


An uncharacteristically monosyllabic "yeah" was Lars' reply, then he set out to follow James, who'd already 
made his way back inside with hunched shoulders. 


1 never meant to cause you any sorrow..." 


Now that the sheltering cocoon of the song was gore, Lars began to realize what might have just happened to 
their friendship. 


